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Professor Jellineck's lectures on Roman Law angered me to a
surprising degree. They were given while the Boer War was in
progress, and he frequently imported into them political judgments
against England, for the mere pleasure of arousing the nationalist
passions of his students, who shouted their approval whenever the
master killed the English with his mouth. He assured them that
young Germans were more nearly gods than men; and as this was
obviously also their own opinion, they were boisterously delighted.
It was in Professor Jellineck's lecture room that my eyes were
opened to the growing danger of German nationalism. I was
myself opposed to the Boer War, and with others I had been chased
from Trafalgar Square by the newspaper-produced patriots of
London, who then believed that the whole duty of man was to
*pull Kruger's whiskers'; but the German professor's ill-founded
stories about the * cruelty of England's soldiers' nearly turned me
into a * patriot/
For the German students I acquired only a moderate respect.
Many of them were charming personally, and I regretted that I
did not know them better. But I liked very much the people of
Heidelberg, and of the whole of the south of Germany. I do not
know what will be the judgment of history respecting the responsi-
bility for the war which devastated Europe twelve years later; but
I am satisfied that the blame will not fall upon them.
During the summer vacation of 1902 I went to Grindelwald,
in Switzerland, where, in the garden of the Hotel Schonegg, I
struggled for six weeks with Kant's Critique of Pure Reason^ and
other erudite philosophical works. I decided at the end that I did
not understand them, but I greatly respected my own diligence.
In order to obtain exercise and time for meditation, I enjoyed
walking towards the Upper Glacier and chatting with an old peasant
who was regarded as a local half-wit. His calling was to collect
alms from pedestrians, for the service of blowing through a large
horn, which produced four or five separate and well-defined echoes
from the mountains. He was himself something of a philosopher,
although he had almost certainly never read Kant or Schopenhauer,
for when he was asked by a friend of mine why he did not work in
the fields like his neighbours, he replied: 'Ach, nein, es ist schOner
zu blasen.' There was also some genial chaff between myself
and a corpulent German schoolmaster, who spent day after day of
his vacation sitting outside one of the Grindelwald caf£s, drinking
unbelievable quantities of lager beer. When I asked him why he

